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For Nancy Hoffman 


May you remember us as we remember 
you. 


2004 Rain Staff 
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Which Kiss? 


Muse, Old Man! Which kiss is best? 
Apply your wisdom to this test 

Does first or last exceed the rest? 
Muse, Old Man! Which kiss is best? 


Is first kiss best? Be it resolved? 
Young, tight-lipped innocence dissolved 
Between two lovers thus involved, 

A tantalizing kiss evolves? 


Is last kiss best? Be that the case? 
A final touch, a last embrace? 

A feathered hand upon the face? 

A kiss which time will not erase? 


Which kiss is best? My heart rejects 
The first and last, for it suspects 
That thoughtful lovers soon detect 
The best kiss, clearly, is the next! 


Roger Friesen 


Riding Through Wartime Hawaii 


Remember when we were ten? 
your sister promised to keep the stable-boy busy 
we led the horses out into the moonless night 
and galloped off across the park to the beach 
along the dark sand where sailors chased us 
grabbing for our bare feet 
calling hey blondie how ‘bout a ride 

the thrill/fear of it what if we got caught? 


Riding in bathing suits sweeping down Waikiki 

with quiet waves jumping white at our fast race 

all the way to army headquarters where sentries 

shouted who goes there 

and we laughed and answered we're the Japs 

so they chased us__ yelling stop or we'll shoot 
the thrill/fear of it what if we got caught? 


Then when our horses trembled in surf 
we swam in warm waters so seductive 
we pulled off our suits floated in waves 
playing flying fish and dolphin 
suddenly there were torch fishermen wading the sea 
with bright fires reflecting shadows of the pier 
we ducked underwater held our breath 
tried shoving legs back into suits 
and men’s shapes slid their coming ever nearer 
the thrill/fear of it what if we got caught? 


Back through the dawn-glow to the park 
past a naked man and girl hidden 
in the dimming of luminous plumeria trees 
past a drunken man swinging a bottle 
stumbling towards the alleys 
and through the stable door 
just as the sun came up 

the thrill/fear of it all 


Claudia Harper 


The Slinky Job 


I grew up on 25t Street and Pulaski, on the 
Westside of Chicago. My neighborhood was filled 
with mostly Russian-Polish, Bohemian, and Puerto 
Rican people. There was no shortage of pride, but 
everyone seemed to get along most of the time. I 
lived in the back of my mom’s restaurant, a 
breakfast and lunch place on the corner. It was 
1969, I was eleven years old, and I was on my way to 
work. I guess you could say it was my first job, not 
my first “job,” but the first time I thought about 
making money from doing something. I was going to 
be a salesman, and I was going to my “warehouse,” a 
Woolworth’s Five and Dime on 25 Street. I had 
heard that they received a hot item: the Slinky toy. 

The Slinky was a metal wire, coiled like a big 
spring and it could walk down stairs, and | had to 
have a sample to see if I could get any orders from 
any of the neighborhood kids. It was a cold, clear 
day and 25th was teaming with people and lots of 
traffic. Perfect, I thought. With my heavy wool coat 
on, I strolled into the front entrance of the store. I 
passed the hoods playing an arcade game in the 
corner, passed an angry old lady cursing and trying 
to get a cart out that was stuck in another cart, 
passed the customer service station where there was 
a manager pleading with someone about a toaster, 
and I headed straight to the toy department, 
unnoticed. Each Slinky was in a colorful little box 
and they were stacked in a nice display at the front 
of the department. No problem, I thought. I took 
one and I pulled it out of the box and glanced 
around. This was the critical moment and I repeat, I 
glanced around slowly, natural-like. I quickly 
slipped the tightened coiled Slinky over my hand 
and up my sleeve—it’s gone, magic...what Slinky? 

I walked immediately to the exit doors, which 
happened to be the entrance doors. I passed the 
shoppers, passed the customer service station, 
passed the manager, and up to the glass entrance 
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door. I smoothly pushed the door to open it, but the 
damn thing was a little stuck, so I gave it a good 
shove. As I did this, the Slinky uncoiled half-way 
out from under my sleeve, and it was dangling, 
bouncing, and acting like it was alive. I desperately 
tried to push it back up, but I had a hard time 
grabbing it. Finally, I made it out of the store. 
Running, I dodged bystanders, and weaved 
my way across the street. I was in no way worried 
about the middle-aged out-of-shape manager 
chasing after me, it was the three 16 year old punks 
that he yelled at to go after me that had me a little 
concerned. They must have been really bored. I 
was extremely quick, especially in that kind of 
situation, so | ran up the alley like The Flash. I 
turned the corner at 25' Place and I was a good 
block ahead of the goons, and I decided to hide 
under a parked car and wait till they passed. About 
a minute later, they turned the corner, passed the 
car and slowed to a walk. I rolled out onto the street 
and a furious red head grabbed me by the arm, and 
it was over. The “young citizens” hit me in the gut a 
couple of times, rubbed knuckles on my head, and 
dragged me back to the store. When we arrived in 
the back room, the Bohemian manager started 
talking about money and respect, but I knew he 
liked the up-the-sleeve idea, because he kept saying, 
“Yood thin yood smott buoy.” He still called my 
mom and she was not going to like it, not one bit. 
My mom had to leave the restaurant in my 
older sister’s hands, and she had to walk the two 
blocks up Pulaski; therefore she worked herself up 
to a pretty good simmer by the time she arrived. 
She said a few words to the manager, made me 
apologize to him, and then she took my hand and 
out we went. We were walking slowly at first, but 
then I noticed she was past simmer and at the 
boiling point. My mom had the skill to whack me 
while she was yelling at me, and for every word she 
said, that would be a whack: I-told-you-about-this- 
behavior. That would be six whacks, and all I had to 
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do was hold my arms over my head and pretend that 
it really hurt. We finally made it home, and of 
course, she had to tell everybody in the restaurant 
while I just stood there with my head down. I also 
had to get my dress clothes on, go to the church 
where I am an altar boy, wait for the priest to come 
out, and I had to say confession to him. OK, OK, I 
got the message! 

I had two choices: I could become a better 
thief, or I could stop stealing. When I said that it 
didn’t hurt when my mom whacked me, | was lying, 
it did, only because I felt like I let her down. All that 
hassle definitely convinced me that that kind of 
salesman business was not for me, besides, I made 
more money killing rats with my dog, but that’s 
another “I grew up in Chicago” story. 


David M. Lichner 


Dead Fish 


Art Rodax 





Snow White in Exile in the Pacific Northwest 


I never like the woods, 

Dark violet glades, ferns with long groping fingers. 
Trees old as sin, older, cavernous 

Eyes hidden in deep wooden crevasses. 


So grotesque, and I hate 

Not knowing my way. I should 

Have stayed at the stone castle, put 

Up with that ugly witch, her spells and moods. 


Snow White! Snow White! 

What if my skin was brown? 

What if warts covered my fair face? 

My eyes flashy as a silver purse full of garnets. 


Or just plain green emeralds, the color 

Of the evil queen’s eyes. Give a girl a jewel, I say. 
Well, I don’t like this thick bush. Those 

Shiny green leaves with tiny carnelian berries, 


As many as stars. And me in high heels. 

Right now, I could eat a few berries. Hunger 
Harangues me, a deep etch in my tight little tummy. 
God, that bitch. She was always jealous 


Of my smooth fair skin, my buns; 

My California blond hair. Don’t tell anyone, 
I bleached it. I’m a peroxide girl, now. Look, 
A girl doesn’t need a scorecard to know. 


Go figure. Every woman does. We got radar 
For brains. And the size of those trees. 
Creepy. The way they sing in the wind. 
And billions of needles that fall, pile on 


Like buff football players, bludgeoning the ball. 

Pile onto decayed logs, covering bodies 

Of animals discarded along the silent forest bottom. 
Here, a bright feathered bird, pretty as tarnished 
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Copper, except for the silky black head. Except, 

For dabs of cerulean flattering its wings. Yes, dead. 
Dead on the ground. Everywhere the smell of decay. 
Speaking of that—look yourself—there! 

Have you ever seen such fertile clutter? A fairyland 
Of mosses: Peat mosses, True mosses, Club 
mosses. 

Salal, lichens, liverworts. How sinister 

Their complexions, how tiny their faces. 


And that pair of perfect hands— 

Poking from piles of decayed leaves? 
Groping hands with manicured red nails. 
Could those be mine? 


Or yours, Pretty Face. 

Yes, I see you hiding behind that fat cedar! 
Could those ivory hands 

Belong to you? 


David Campiche 


The Kiss 


Two mouths meet to form a new day 

As the sunrise crowns the grass with pearls 
Dew to wet the teeth of morning 

And the breath of a nourished night 
Whispers words that reduce the dark to light 


Like some hungry Roman emperor 

The climbing sun laughs as it burns 

Watch my fingers turn to cinders 

But the breath of a nourished night 

Casts spells to shade our lips from the harsh light 


Std Cooper 


All Chubascos Ain’t Bad 
(Chubasco in English means “sudden, violent storm”) 
(How I learned to love riding in the rain.) 


El Paso to Del Rio is long and straight. 
July sun makes tires ablate. 


My skin won’t sweat, the heat is dry, 
an egg if dropped would quickly fry. 


The parching skin seeks shadows more, 
the bike purrs on with muffled roar. 
Thirty leagues to river’s mouth 

while in between the desert’s drouth. 


Cactus, rocks and dried corsages 
call up visions of wet mirages. 


Searing waves have cooked my feet. 
I raise them up to beat the heat. 


Tumble weeds go blowing by. 
Small dust devils will kiss the sky. 


And there ahead to my surprise, 
a wisp of cloud high in the sky. 


And as I ride it grows and grows 
with pregnant belly, dark as coals. 


And like a compass my nose points south 
toward that cloud to slake the drouth. 


Smells of rain on fresh drenched earth 
spreads cross the sand in waves of mirth. 


First thought was reach for my slicker 
but somehow the bike was quicker. 


We hit the rain, bare and lean, 
just as we passed “Judge Roy Bean.” 
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(Judge Roy Bean is a small town west of the Pecos River) 


Long cascades of sheeting rain 
fell from the skies into my brain. 


Then up ahead a silvery sliver 
the fresh’ning breeze just made me shiver. 


Below the bridge the Pecos River 
will empty out below Del Rio. 


The thunderhead is far behind. 
The desert’s heat will now feel kind. 


Since that ride I’ve changed my ways. 
Falling water just makes my days. 


Don Overton 
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The Last Ride of the Summer 


All summer long, Dear, we’ve ridden 

these ferries across the northern Sound— 
Anacortes to Friday Harbor and back. We came 
to see what butterflies fly on San Juan: 

over the grasslands, through the forest, along 
the bluffs, above the beach and driftwood. 
Calling on the lupine, nettle, and strawberry, 
the gumweed, the goldenrod, pearly everlasting; 
the bramble, beach pea, and beach radish, 
ocean spray, dogwood, and oak. There were 
the island marbles, of course, rediscovered 

for us, how we found them in the peppergrass 
and mustard. The ringlets, coppers, and skippers, 
the swallowtails, 

the fritillary you saw here once before. Finally, 
in September...but that’s this time, my love! 
What do you suppose will still be on the wing? 
The sun is on our side. 


This time, 
we're bringing something new. Afterward, 
Seattle will mean a needle to your heart 
for hours, dripping platinum and yew, 
while I wander in an autumn haze 
of hope and amazement. 
It’s been good, this summer of ferries 
and butterflies. That’s all we need to know 
for now, my love. It’s been good. 


Robert Michael Pyle 
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Frogs on the Road 


After two days of rain 

the frogs are on the move, 

searching for mates and good egg-laying pools. 
The road lies in the way. 

My headlights catch the smooth white bellies 
of those crushed by kids in their 4x4s, 

who swerve to hit them and keep count, 

and those smashed by their parents 

coming home from work, 

too tired to care. 

It’s a quick death as tires crunch over: 

an explosion of light and then the darkness. 
Frog legs for crows in the morning. 

Some, back legs pasted to the pavement, 
drag themselves toward the 

cacophonous chorus of croaking beyond the road. 
Then the next car comes. 

“Well,” you can say, “it’s a short life for frogs 
anyway.” 

I drive slow though 

and dodge 

as many as I can. 


James Dott 
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The Grader 
1950’s 


It lumbers along at a clumsy gait 
Puffing, starting, and stopping, 

With a bevy of small boys in its wake 
Skipping, jumping, and hopping. 

They follow it up and down the street, 
When it turns on them, they all retreat — 
But they’re back again on nimble feet 

As its giant blade is dropping. 


It heaps the gravel and spreads it out 
Smoothing, filling, and grading; 

The little boys dance beside, and shout — 
In the distance their voices are fading; 

But they'll make the rounds and never tire, 
Nor notice the grader man’s wrath and ire, 
As they cross in front, or fall near a tire, 
They're pushing, pulling, debating. 


The grader stops with an awful jolt 

And the driver appears, fiercely frowning — 

“Get home, you kids, or I'll have you locked up,” 
And they didn’t know he was clowning. 

So off they scatter, this way and that, 

Jimmie, Donnie, Johnnie, and Fat, 

And they pick up speed as they hear him yell “skat” 
While his laugh from the cab is resounding. 


Margaret V. Horton 
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Brownsmead Stories 


There’s a road, half-gravel half-pavement in a far country 
with my last name on it. 

The world used to be so small 

I could walk that road 

to Brenda Saukko’s house or past 

Auntie Mabel’s bobbing floathouse 

or even the gnarled tree that grew the gravenstiens my 
mother and grandmother made into sour green 
applesauce. 


If you turn into the elbow of my road slowly enough, 
the air stands still and hovers over Blind Slough. 

The water runs wide like a freeway then narrows into a 
logjam ride, 

twisting into the underbrush, joining the river and 
heading out to sea. 


Most people pass over my road like Lewis & Clark 
looking for an ocean or a bridge. Hobos stayed long 
enough 

for a hot meal marking the parallel railroad tracks with 
chalk signs at friendly doors. 

Despite my drops of island and city blood, I never went to 
town much. 

Like the Finns and Norwegians before 

the land and the climate said home to me. 


Nowadays, most roads are paved and I live among houses 
where everyone thinks they've got a name. Sometimes 
the mayor buys me a drink and 

even Old Highway 30 has turn lanes. 

In the next years, they say, 30 million people will pass by 
my road looking 

for an ocean or a bridge. 

I say most 

will just find a souvenir. 


Debby Reed 
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Invitation to Chac, the Mayan Rain God 


Chace 


I invite you 
Come to the Oregon Coast 
I believe you would like it 


Most of the year, the clouds bless us with their tears 
Our hills and forests are vibrant green 
You could be happy here 


Our summers need your help 

The small rivers and lakes dry up 

The yards become the color of coffee and die 
The Coast is better when cool and misty 

If the people don’t like rain during the summer 
It’s not important 

Because you are very fierce 


Lamentably, we offer you 

Only the bodies of animals along our roads 
Victims — too many to count 

I believe we have enough for you 


Finally, you would rise to the top of the Saddle 
Your nose could pierce the clouds 

And we would be blessed with precious drops 
Fresh and fragrant from the skies 


Thank you 


Tamara L. Walker 
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Transparent 


Rain that hits the ground 

Like tiny tear drops of the sky 

Dark ominous clouds that hide 

My waning Luna 

Splashing in puddles 

Ice cold toes that turn to popsicles 

A house that tries to find warmth 

In the loneliest of company 

Fires that stay alive 

Til the dying embers of evening come 
She says that heat makes the dancers freak 
But what do I know 

Lovers that hold each other close 
Others that wrap themselves in blankets 
Hiding from the cold 

Winter is crying 

Soon she will be heard 

Trees that dance naked in the storm 
The ocean roars 

In a quiet sort of way 

Breath that freezes in the air 

Before our lips could meet in the kiss 
Of friendship and love 

Listen to Mother 

She is telling us now is the time 

She is giggling 

Laughing at our silly human ways 
She is right 

Now is the time 

To remember and forget 

All that we try to be 

The thunder knows the way. 


Chelsey Porter 


17 


Greeting the Storm 


The sky stained gray and curdled 

And I went down to the bay and waited. 
Waves raked rocks along the shore. 

The wind spat and sprayed. 

I looked out on all the distant houses, 
And dancing foam, and headlights in the haze, 
And grew tired and went home. 

I passed your house both ways. 

I heard only later you descended the hill 
To gaze the same saturated gaze, 

And taste the same hungry wind. 


Errol Davis 
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Winged Saviors 


Brown pelicans 

Fly a fractured line 

Low against the smiling sea 
They pass the boat’s bow 
So slowly I feel them still 


Albatross with necks 
Strong as Brahma Bulls 
Ride the swells 

Like stallions floating 
Across a blue prairie 


Puffins paddle perfectly 
On safety orange feet 

A glowing match 

With their brilliant beaks 


And you, ancient albacore 
At least you 

I pull you close to the stern 
Out of view 

Slip the double hook free 
Your life resurrected 

By the beauty of the birds 


Robin Townsend 
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Santa Abuelita 


My uncles told me that my grandmother died 
of a broken heart, but I know better. 

When they told me this, I saw her in a metal- 
white hospital room in Tepic Mexico, her frail, 
beautiful body surrounded by blankets against the 
air conditioned chill. I’m sure she was rigidly 
uncomfortable in such a sterile, wall papered room, 
sensing the alien mega-city outside the brick walls 
and not feeling the familiar needle point designs 
with her sensitive raisin fingers as she smoothed her 
blankets down. I saw her looking at the beeping 
machines that the cold doctors warned her (thinking 
in their minds not to trust an india with things they 
cannot understand) not to tamper with, wondering 
with eyes that could barely see and could not read. 
She was aware of the faint throb of her leg, I’m sure, 
except it was no longer there. I know that she was 
happy that the amputation had gone well and that 
she would be returning soon to her little brick 
house—perhaps she could finish that mending on 
her husband’s banana-stained, oily pants, out in the 
shade of the cinnamon tree, in the time before he 
came home from the plantation—and just enjoy the 
feel and taste and smell of her little place in the 
world. And in my mind, I must believe that that is 
how she died—peacefully, in that unfamiliar bed, 
after drifting off to dream of home and the things 
she loved most of all—her family—sons who took her 
for granted and realized what they had lost far too 
late, her grandchildren, and all of the lost, hurt and 
lonely she helped in her beautiful, painful and 
unnoticed life. I honor her as the only saint I will 
ever believe in, and I will tell her little story—at the 
least, the pieces I have obsessively gleaned from my 
mother, who was the only person that had really 
ever asked her about it. 

Candelaria Perez Fernandez was pushed out 
unceremoniously and unapologetically into the 
world that would kill her in about 1943. Her 
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mother, Rosalia, was widowed suddenly when her 
husband was mysteriously shot while on the street 
in Guadalajara—apparently a common occurrence 
in those times. However, it takes a hell of a lot more 
than that to break a mother, I think, and so Rosa 
took her 5 almond-eyed, ink-headed children to live 
in a beach-side pueblo called Santa Cruz de 
Miramar, in Nayarit, Mexico. 

Cande learned what it means to survive as 
she began working at 4 or 5 years old, down in the 
river, washing clothes for other families. She 
probably looked longingly at the lucky children that 
were able to attend school as she beat and forced 
other people’s private stains and lives out onto the 
special lava rocks, an endless supply of dirty *ropa 
ever waiting as the sun beat her work into her. 
Since her family depended upon the few pesos she 
earned, she never did learn to read. 

When Cande was 14 she met my 
grandfather, Juan Chacon Portugal. He was a 26 
year old man, also from the Guadalajara area, who 
had coincidentally also lost his parents to bulletshot 
wounds in the back while they had been walking 
along a cobblestone street. Maybe this was a 
common ground between the unlikely pairing, but 
I'll never know—this was a convenient was out for 
Candelaria, and a sturdy workhorse wife for don 
Juan. As soon as she was safely delivered to his 
tiny ramshackle adobe home (where hitherto Juan 
had only his tequila to keep him warm) out in the 
jungle a mile from town, the children began to be 
haltingly produced—seven constantly hungry, 
malnourished boys, respectively named Concepcion, 
Fidel, Roberto, Pablo, Juan (my father), Santos, and 
Juan Jose. There were also several stillborn, 
including one little girl who would have lived but for 
the novice midwife breaking her arm unknowingly, 
thus subjecting her to infection and subsequent 
death. 

Cande’s wish for a girl had a bit to do with all 
of the work she was expected to perform due to her 
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sex. Work began at dawn as she carried water from 
the river and began the day’s tortillas. She still did 
other people’s laundry as well. There was always a 
baby or small child underfoot at any given time in 
the crowded, odiferous hut, demanding mother’s 
attention and care, and woe to the woman in Mexico 
who could not have all of her cleaning, washing, 
child rearing, animal care, and mending done with 
food waiting on the grimy table for her holy husband 
when he came from the plantations every day—Juan 
was not above “instructing” his chare as he saw fit. 
As the molten sun sank and the cacophony of 
animals sung their subdued goodnights, Juan would 
take his own ease and drink his precious booze as 
she cleaned up his and the seven other boy’s 
messes. 

I cannot imagine being trapped in such a life, 
isolated in the jungle away from everything and the 
glorified slave to eight men. But Cande knew no 
other and even made the absolute best of it. Instead 
of silently hating her lot in life, she tried to instill in 
her boys an utter instinct of tolerance and kindness, 
even when the other children at school would make 
fun of them for having nothing but the same pair of 
shorts and no shirt to wear everyday. The Chacons 
had nary a pinto bean in the house, yet when Cande 
met an extremely poor man who had lost his leg to 
snakebite and no wife to help with his three kids, 
she demanded he be given permanent free roam of 
the family mango and banana trees (an unheard of 
thing—I’m sure don Juan choked on his sauza) so 
that his children might be fed something. Whenever 
she was given anything, she would never keep it and 
always knew someone who she felt needed it more— 
she did all of her cooking using a black handled, 
cheap little steak knife just so that someone else 
could have the nice knife and Revere wear pots we 
had brought her to ease her daily grind, all without 
a drop of martyrdom. 

My little grandmother couldn’t bear for 
anyone to be hurt, and gave all of herself to anyone 
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who asked. Her greatest solace was her Catholic 
faith, intermixed with native Mexican Indian 
superstitions and beliefs, and this faith held her 
together as she put up with beatings and mental 
abuse doled out by her alcoholic husband as a 
matter of course. To some extent, she believed his 
assertions that she was good-for-nothing anda 
burden to him. Women did not leave their 
husbands and would have been outcast if they had. 

Finally, as her sons got married and left the 
house, and life got better for her, Cande’s health 
went bad. Years of brute manual labor and true 
hunger had collided into diabetes and dangerously 
high blood pressure, which interfered with her daily 
work—as don Juan saw it. She would not take the 
medication for her afflictions since they made her 
lay down from weakness and nausea, which 
prompted a barrage of insults from her husband as 
to her declining worth—maybe he would go find 
another woman, he would taunt, as she lay there, 
deathly ill. Instead, she would drink an Indian tea 
remedy made from a special deep jungle plant. It 
actually did help her blood pressure, but the doctors 
had no clue she was not taking her oral insulin. As 
a result, her legs began to feel weak and she 
couldn’t walk without pain 

Around this time, I had come to visit—it was 
the last time I ever saw her. She cried in my 
mother’s arms as she described her tristessa 
concerning her family’s alcoholism and the daily 
pain in her legs. Her eyes were slowly fading as well 
and she could barely do any of her beloved 
needlepoint, but she still made me a skirt to wear 
which I now revere and protect like a rabid wolf, the 
only vestige of her soul that I have. She loved me 
very much and always rejoiced in the bounty of girls 
her sons had produced, and this was in my mind as 
I boarded the bus headed to the airport after saying 
a very teary goodbye. I had no idea she was to die 
within a year. 
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When I heard that complications from the 
gangrene in her foot had killed her, I felt so helpless, 
yet so to blame. I was sixteen, and so fortunate in 
my own life. I try not to think about it, try so hard 
to imagine her in the Heaven she prayed to every 
day even when God had seen fit to give her sucha 
hard path to walk upon—but I can’t. If she is in her 
Heaven and God did truly exist, I would be among 
the fallen disbelievers who would never see her as 
they promise one will, and this haunts me. 

My father gave me a beautiful cross in Santa 
Cruz, California (ironically the name of his home 
village) when I recently flew to see him. He was the 
golden child, the one who had succeeded in living in 
America, and quietly Mama Cande’s favorite. When 
she was in the hospital he was the one who took 
care of it all, tried to pay for all of the expenses with 
his meager landscaping salary, tried to do 
everything. Mexican hospitals DO NOT TAKE 
PAYMENTS, and are cruel about not operating 
unless there is a way to pay for it. Roba bank, mug 
an old woman, sell some coke, whatever it takes— 
they won’t ask questions. When he ran out of 
money, after the amputation, the doctors told him 
she would recover just fine and so he reluctantly 
decided to go back to the U.S. to make some more 
money to help her. She wanted him to stay, to be 
there as the son who truly cared for her needs, but 
she knew he had to go. He found out she died as 
soon as he walked in the door in California, the 
smell of the sea in his nose, her voice still in his 
ears. That was when his damned brothers told him 
it was his fault, that she died of a broken heart, 
missing and needing him. He fell off the wagon, and 
tried to throw himself out of a moving vehicle. I 
don’t talk about it yet with him, even though it was 
five years ago, but when he gave me his cross to 
guard me, I knew at least his faith, the one he 
shared with his mother right down to the nutty indio 
superstitions, was intact, and I was relieved like a 
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cold drink of water had just hit my stomach and 
soothed it. 

Losing her made me realize that this journey 
we take through life is not free—we owe our 
Creation, owe it our own fulfillment in life, and we 
owe the people around us a lot more expression of 
love and appreciation, to the extent that it makes 
them a little uncomfortable, because this is all we 
get. My grandfather sickens me when he now extols 
her virtues, when he never lifted a finger to help her, 
abused her, and used the money we sent them to 
buy his omnipresent tequila over and over again. | 
don’t blame him for his disease, and I don’t hate him 
for his too-late appreciation. I will simply honor her 
as she should have been all along, and tell who I 
can, much like she always did, how much I love and 
care for them before they are gone to me forever. 


Kelly Chacon Marvin 
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Forgiveness 


Even through the booze 

my dad was smart. 

One year for the science fair he helped me make 
a set of scales with an old broom handle, 
rubberbands 

and sour cream containers. 


With shaking hands he used his set of 

metal fishing weights to lower the buckets 

while he marked 

6 oz., 8 oz., 120z., along the broom handle 

with a pencil he sharpened to a precise point 

with his pocket knife 

all while singing Mama don't let your babies grow up 
to be cowboys 

under his breath. 


He wasn’t there when I won a prize 
but it felt like he was. 


Debby Reed 
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To Reach 

Up stretches her cupid hands 
To grasp the plump velvety edge 
Of her father’s resting place 
Swathed in floral print 


Her newly tried legs wobble, shake, and wobble 
some more 


As they flex in new found motion, as they explore 
unknown space 


It flashes by in a moment between times 
From bent, decrepit woman 
To joyous, triumphant soul 


Her roots spread deep into mother earth’s ancient 
bones 


As her limbs unfurl and stretch for the radiant star 
A light in her father’s eye 


Wallace Bonner 
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Treasures 


He takes it to bed each night 
At Grandma’s house 

The small dirty pouch 

No larger than his hand 

Soft leather dingy with age 
Closed by a worn shoelace 


All of his treasures lay within 


A turquoise stone sent by Uncle Hank 
From a trip to the Grand Canyon 


Assorted bits of rock 

All of his favorite marbles 

Among them a red and white aggie 
And his best green glass shooter 


A bobber 

A rusty, barbed fish hook 

Tiny bits of fish flesh attached 
Amidst odd bits of nylon fishing line 


A tiny, ragged gull feather 
Gathered from a walk on the beach 
With Dad 

Minute bits of sand still clinging 


A copper penny 

Crushed flat by the trolley 
From a Sunday ride 

On a glorious summer day 
Filled with life and family joy 


A shabby remnant of silk 

Now a soiled floral rag 

Once a yellow scarf worn ‘round her neck’ 
Her fragrance still lingers there 


The ragged and tattered bits 
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Of a newspaper article 

Now wrinkled and worn 

From a year of being examined 
Again and again 


Each time he reads it 
He prays 
This time it will not be true 


In his dreams it is a spring day 
They arrive in the driveway 
Groceries to unload 


Mom is smiling as she 

Flips her yellow hair 

Away from her pretty face 

Dad with his baseball cap askew 
Calls out for him to help unload 


That day is not cloudy and frosty 
Dad’s truck did not slip 

The ice once treacherous 

Is melted 

Leaving behind a harmless puddle 


Each morning he awakes 
And hopes it was just a dream 


He cups his treasures in his small hand 
Precious pieces of immortality 

All he can understand 

Corporeal 

Material 

Tangible and real 


Tomorrow perhaps 
On awakening 
Everything will be back 


The way it was 


Sue Falkner Wood 
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The Truest Gifts of Glory 


The truest gifts of glory 

Are the ones you seldom see 

Like Mom & Dad’s strong hands 
That built a home for all us kids 
Christmas time was special but 

All we really understood, for thirty 
Days before that night we tried our best to all be 
good. 

I think Mom & Dad knew Santa, cuz’ 
If us boys were good or bad; 

We'd wake up each Christmas morn’ 
To the presents Santa left, 

I hope some day I meet him 

So I can tell him man to man... 
Thanks for all the things we got but 
Thanks the most for Mom & Dad. 


Each and every Christmas 

Is a special time of year, and 

We still pray that Santa comes 

And always will be near. 

Though weve all grown older 

Well we haven’t grown apart, 

We've always known that Santa came 
From Mom & Daddy’s heart. 


I know Mom & Dad knew Santa 
And I’ve grown to understand, 
The truest gifts of glory...are 
Mom & Dad 


C.A. Cawthorn 
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Once Burned 


The sky was grey that day. Or perhaps only 
my memory of it is grey. What experience makes 
vivid, memory will fade, and a death can bleach 
color from any man’s mind. We were all gathered at 
the lakeside, ranks of people in dark colors, wearing 
silence heavier than the cloaks with which we 
warded the wind. The priests were long in coming, 
but their kind always are; never exceeding the 
stately pace of their office and their chanted prayers 
to god. 

A pier had been built for the occasion, over 
burdened with gilt and hung everywhere with 
bundles of flowers punctuated by white tapered 
candles. The wind had snuffed candles faster than 
the pages could light them, and they had finally 
bowed to defeat and departed an hour gone. Moored 
to the end was the barge that would carry its burden 
out of sight into the twilight and the mists. 
Constructed of the same dark wood as the pier, 
everything above the gunwale was draped by red 
velvet. A bier took up the center of the craft, and 
was itself shrouded in the same velvets, on top of 
which waited a large golden pitcher of consecrated 
oil. 

The wind pushed up small waves that 
fractured the surface of the lake and ran aground 
with an incessant murmur. No snow had fallen yet 
this season, but I think we could all feel the weight 
of the clouds over our heads and the blanket under 
which they were waiting to hide the world. 
Everything green in the world had been banished by 
winter’s command, all of the trees and shrubs 
retreating to the safety of their roots until warmer 
weather invited them to open their arms to the world 
again. The road which ran down to the waterfront 
had been ground into mud months ago, and 
glancing back at the houses that crowded around it 
behind us it occurred to me that man reacts in 
much the same way. With our windows shuttered 
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and doors closed tightly against the wind and cold, 
we huddle indoors until spring issues its reprieve. 

Carrying so faintly on the breeze that it 
might have only been fantasy, chanted invocations 
heralded the beginning of the ceremony. Shuffling 
boots stilled and bowed heads rose and cast 
expectant glances up the road as realization spread 
through the assemblage. At the head of the 
procession as it appeared cresting a rise in the road 
walked two priests in their immaculate white robes, 
slippered feet moving in unison with the swaying of 
their censers. For this occasion they wore tall stiff 
hats trimmed in gold, and their robes were belted in 
gold. Behind them came four more in like dress, 
bearing the corners of a litter between them. 
Resting upon the litter was the body of aman. His 
long white hair pooled on silk pillows beneath a 
simple golden crown. Calloused hands, whiter than 
the vestments of the priests, clasped the hilt of a 
great sword over his chest. Rich red robes 
embroidered with thread-of-gold and set with gems 
wrapped him from chin to heavy black boots. The 
face...the face was as white as his hands; as white 
as the snow that had yet to fall, but still held the 
stern expression which was so familiar on those 
features. 

The company progressed, pallbearers 
continuing on to the barge as the others turned 
aside and waited on either side of the pier. Tears 
streaked a few faces in the crowd, and a muffled cry 
occasionally escaped the throat of those who had 
had cause to love the king. My own vision began to 
grow blurry, and I bowed my head to compose 
myself. When again I looked up, the king lay on his 
bier, the pitcher had been emptied, and the ropes 
were being untied to loose the barge from its 
mooring. When the funereal barge began to drift out 
into the lake, the four pallbearers removed their 
headgear, knelt, and laid their foreheads to the 
planks of the pier. There they remained as we 
witnessed the passing of our king into twilight. 
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When the sun’s last rays were lightening the 
ceiling of clouds on the horizon, an archer stepped 
forward to the edge of the lake. He received fire from 
a page and shot it up into a great arc that hissed 
into the water at its terminus. Two more flaming 
arrows streaked their paths across the sky before 
the last found its mark. The bier lit up as if fire had 
been poured over it, and tongues of flame danced in 
a great column that diminished from sight as the 
barge wended slowly into the night. 

As the funerary pyre passed from view, the 
crowd dispersed. Soon after, the priests regained 
their feet and made their way back up the road. A 
few may have stopped and looked; one may have 
even spoken to me, but I paid them no heed. Long 
into the night I stood staring through the darkness, 
seeing only the memory of flame. 

Sometime past the middle of the night, my 
introspection was disturbed by a tiny hand that 
wrapped itself around my right hand and tugged me 
gently toward the road and home. | stirred finally in 
response to that quiet persistence; one foot moved 
past the other in a chain reaction that swept me 
away from the pier, guided always by my 
companion. Never a sound this person made and 
recognition was impossible through the heavy 
cowled robes that hid every scrap of skin above the 
wrist of that one hand that pulled steadily on mine. 
In the darkness | could not identify the color of the 
robes, but their wearer had the stature of a child of 
perhaps six years. 

My boot heels clunked heavily as I mounted 
up a flight of worn steps and into a simple cottage. | 
stopped walking and realized that I was standing at 
the foot of a bed. My hand slipped free from that of 
my guide’s...she leaned over the bed and pulled the 
coverlet up beneath my chin. From this angle I 
could see into the hood of her robe, but the shadows 
still held their secrets. Two sparks, like candle light 
reflected from smiling eyes, shone down at me from 
that darkness. It occurred to me as that small hand 
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reached up and brushed closed my eyelids that I 
had no evidence that this figure was indeed female 
other than my sure conviction. I tried to ask her 
name, but sleep was already pulling me into its 
dizzying depths. My last conscious thought was 
that there were no candles lit in the room. 

I stood on the road; hard packed earth under 
my feet. The sun was a loving gardener, reaching 
down from the blue sky and encouraging growth. A 
wildflower on the verge bobbed up and down under 
the weight of a bumble bee. Carefully pruned apple 
trees floated above the landscape in a white haze of 
blossoms. Stretching out onto the lake straight 
ahead of me was a finger of dark polished wood and 
gilt, decked in flowers. Awareness that 1 was ina 
dream settled on me. The barge that I had watched 
burn with my King lay moored before my eyes. 
Curiosity pulled me down to the water’s edge where I 
had watched the ceremony last evening. Benches 
sat in rows, the end of each hung with wreaths. 

A measured voice carried on the wind past 
the buzz of insects and the chirping of birds. My 
breath caught in my throat, and I turned back 
toward the road anticipating a spectacle that I had 
no desire to witness again. Instead, a lone 
diminutive figure glided down the road, head bowed. 
A robe of dark grey hid any features. Long sleeves 
covered hands that were clasped around a tapering 
white candle. Night fell behind her as if it were 
pinned to her cloak. I stood transfixed as the 
apparition stepped onto the wood of the pier. Each 
candle she passed lit of its own accord, and burned 
as steady and pure as the one she clasped in front of 
her. 

“Dreams of death always hold portent,” the 
old wives tell us; but what wisdom lies in dreaming 
of a death that has already occurred? More than 
anything I wanted to turn back up the road to my 
bed and fall out of this dream into a more peaceful 
sleep. 
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My feet moved according to desires other 
than mine, however, and I found myself traversing 
the length of the pier to stand at the left shoulder of 
the mysterious candle-bearer. 

“Take the pitcher.” The voice was soft and 
breathy, but had the tones of a young girl. It was 
the kind of voice that could make you think that you 
had only imagined it, and look around at your 
companions to verify whether or not they heard it 
also. 

I shook my head from side to side in denial 
even as my hand reached out to grasp the pitcher. 
Trapped in this hellish dream, I screamed and 
thrashed and begged to have nothing to do with oil, 
or fire, or blackened flesh sinking beneath the lake. 
All the while | watched the golden carafe tip in my 
hand and spill its contents over the bier. Under that 
curtain of oil the barge...changed. When my arm fell 
to my side clutching the empty container it had been 
replaced by a small riverboat; little more than a 
canoe. Inside, hands clasped over the hilt of his 
sword, lay my king. 

The pallor of death had leeched the color 
from him. His skin was almost transparent, like 
wax. Every feature my eyes took in drove another 
knife into my heart. I wept openly then; my voice 
finally freed. Tears welled up in my eyes, mercifully 
blurring my vision. With night at my heels and clear 
daylight before me, I stood over the body of a man I 
had truly loved. 

After an indeterminable time, peace settled 
on me. I wiped my face dry on my sleeves and 
looked at my companion. That hood still obscured 
her features, but the candle reflected in her eyes. 

“Set him free.” Her gaze turned to the line 
that moored the small boat to the pier. 

I knelt down in front of the mooring, set 
down the pitcher, and threw the rope off of its bit. 
The king’s banner had been fastened to a staff in the 
fore of the craft in such a way as to make a small 
sail. I was much less troubled as I watched my king 
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recede for the second time. A small hand grasped 
mine, and we watched the sail disappear into the 
distance. The priests would talk of how long it took 
for a soul to ascend to heaven, and the old wives 
would spin tales of angels and mermen, but I only 
found myself wondering whether I would ever see 
him again. 


Mathew Severson 
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On Wings of Fate 


As a matter of fact, old Pterodact 
Will be pleased that he didn’t last. 
His bones remain the strict domain 
Of a vague and distant past. 


His cousins, though, as we all know 
Have borne a different fate. 
They lived to sing on feathered wing, 
And grace our dinner plate. 


They fill our lore with yarns galore 

Of freedom, peace and love, 

Could this have passed with a creature classed 
As a reptile, not a dove? 


Could you believe, no less conceive 
That Poe would quote him “Nevermore?” 
His body sans scales in a grocery store? 
Or being the pride of Kentucky Fried? 


No, Pterodactyl, as a matter of fact, will 
Have escaped these gross affronts. 
Evolution’s scheme has left this theme 
To a bunch of relative runts. 


Paul See 
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A Morning’s Gift 


When I walk the beach at dawn 

on the cusp of an outgoing tide, 

the sand lies new at my feet 

and the ocean sounds old by my side. 


The gulls glide high on the wind 
claiming the sky for their own. 
Shorebirds hunt for their breakfast 
skittering through the foam. 


Sand dollars, glistening with salt, 
wait for the hand of a child 
while starfish, clams and the crab 
hide to preserve being wild. 


Glancing over my shoulder, 

I can see the tracks I have made— 
the path looks winding and bent, 
more a journey than a parade. 


Each day begins like the beach 
washed clean of the day before. 
New chances are like footprints 
a morning’s gift at the shore. 


Nancy K. Berry 
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Bleaching the Soul 


In a brisk November chill I stood still 
Watching a crush in the winds endless breath 
Spacing out toward the water so tranquil 
Intrigued by how love will never rest 

Looking up at the serene scenery 
Remembering how she first felt in my 

arms, alarmed when I realized her beauty 
was not around, peaceful night brought on by 
nightmares switching reality still her 

memory keeps my unconscious thought at 
bay. In my peripherals, stirs the water 
shivering my spine, awakening that 

deep emotion of grief I try to hide 

every time I see the beach at seaside. 


Jacky Jackson 
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A Room with a View 
One Face of Mental Illness 


Her cup is filled with flowers 
found strolling through the park 
She lights a single candle— 
dances with shadows in the dark 
These fill her need for loveliness 
They help to ease her loneliness 
At home 

her heart finds rest. 


A place is spread before her 

on dainty Irish lace 

An empty, tattered handkerchief 
will hear her heartfelt Grace 

She thanks her Lord for shelter, 
the light to lift the gloom, 

and fresh-air scenes at riverside 
Alone 

in her cardboard room. 


Janet Willener 
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Watching the Clock 


We watch the clock, the minutes go tick tock 
We wait to hear them call us hall by hall, 

Dorm by dorm. We listen for the lock. 

They call “East Hall” then silence, the clock shall 


Move on. Time drags on, now we hear “South Hall.” 
As five more minutes slowly falls away 

We hear the long awaited dinner call 

“West Dorm.” As we shuffle along here to stay. 


Fifteen minutes is all we have to down 
This garbage that they tell us is chow. 
All of us wishing that we were downtown 
Instead of here eating this dead cow. 


So now we're back to watching the clock 
We watch the minutes slowly go tick tock. 


Betty Dover 
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Warsaw, 1940 
(“The Pianist”) 


After the movie— 
half-ashamed someway, 
we semi-looked at each other—making 
a little knot in the rain 
we stood in the parking lot— 
voices not quite ours 
like reeds were broken— 
an organ that wouldn’t play true 
and anguished about 
World War II’s persecutions and killing, 
finding it easier to talk of 60, 70 years ago 
as though it were non-repeatable 
ancient history— 
until wind-whipped, bone-chilled, we 
pulled hoods 
over our heads, ran to cars, drove home, 
turned on TV. 
Then—my heart, unable 
to stay silent longer—turned to confront 
me—what about the times we now live in? 


Anne S. Phillips 
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Here 


The pain is in our mid-section 
under the breast-bone 
above the navel 


That point which rattles 
at the sound of propaganda 
the drone of correspondents. 


When there is a lull in the war 
to re-supply the troops 
halted in the sands just south 


Of where we’re going, 
they wash their socks in plastic 
soda bottles and ask “why?” 


Then put on their gear, 
advance, and finish 
what’s been started. 


We feel back here 

the ache, the point that hurts 
under breast-bone, above the navel 
For animal and stone 

for warrior and child, the dead 


and those who draw their breath. 


Carolyn Dunn 
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So Be It 


I want to be cool 

Just like everybody I hate 

Ah, the life of a brain dead trend-whore 
So be it 

Screw this popsicle stand 


I want to be popular 

Just like the morons on TV 

Because shit, everybody loves Raymond 
Not I 

I love barbeque ribs 


I want to be uneducated 

Just like Eminem 

Raking in the dough just for saying youse a ho 
So be it 

Any pissed off cracker can rhyme 


I want to sell my soul 

Just like W 

Sending souls to Valhalla in the name of the 
almighty dollah 

Mommy wow 

I'm a big prez now 


I want to know I’m right 

Just like the anti-heathens 

Nothing like staking one’s soul in a book 
Full of fiction 

Funny how millions can be wrong 


I want to discover something 

But not like Columbus 

I just want to find something that doesn’t hurt 
So be it 

You can’t expect to find something if you’re lost 


Dustin Hughes 
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...beneath your double breast scarcely raised 


Line of a poem by Pablo Neruda (The Furies) from the 
poem called ‘Love’ 


RESPONSE 

What do you mean by that? 

My breasts are raised proudly. 

You so easily point that finger 

not knowing what I feel. 

Beneath my breast beats a heart 
that’s full of love, that once thought 


of you with glowing admiration. 


Now my little empty headed man 
leave my life. 


Mary Lou Newell 
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Icarus... 


Icarus to the sun 

A moth to the flame 

State cutbacks took my job 

Got no funds to clear my name 
The Trashmen, they get paid 
regardless of how long I stay. 
So it’s talk of Crime and Depravity 
until my Judgement Day. 

Am I guilty of what they say? 

I hope justice will prevail. 

The one thing I know for sure... 


There are no Rich men here in jail. 


Paul W. Yarnall 
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Barred Doors 











Art Rodax 
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Uncertainty 
VIR Always Show Your Work 


Powering along his neurons, electrical currents 
charge gap to gap, wild flashes into new places, 
connection to astonished connection. 

Tissue salts make practiced exchanges 
through membranes, not a sound, 

a stately pas de trios, Cl, Na, K, 

ion channels open and close their gates 
fanning a Saint Elmo’s fire 

too fast and too ephemeral to follow or record, 
certainty, mistakes, panic, hilarity, reward, 
tonight his mind is thinking about itself. 


How does it work, what does it think, 
and how did it get to these conclusions? 
He’s staring at the textbook on his desk. 


Small explosions run a new bewildered trace, unsure 
where he’s gone and whether he’s come back, 
whether he’s thought of it quite this way before, 

and what will become of it tomorrow or in a decade 
or by his timely death, ravaged as traces are 

by daily competition, algorithmic shortcuts, 

scripts, schema, models, probabilities, ideals, 

the avid constant human search for pattern, 
containment and thrill, madnesses not to be cured. 


Paradox, duality, complements, are ecstasy to his brain. 
He chases them like poetry and drugs. Under lamplight, 
problems magnify and bend. Pi stands on two solid legs, 
facing forward as if entirely dependable, his decimal points 
trailing forever behind his back. Delta winks straight 

at the one who thinks he knows, shakes his pointed cap 
and shoes, jingles his bells, and the student erases again. 


The math teacher says to the class, “Always show 
your work!” But tonight he really has to wonder how. 


Florence Sage 
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Pi—A Limerick 


I once met a lassie named Vi, 
Who said, with a romantic sigh. 
I must find a man 
Who unerringly can 
Recite the most digits of pi. 


Pi—ku 
pi, a great device 
for measuring a circle 


it is so handy 


Richard Balkins 
Math Contest Winner 


Universe 
Inhaling the dust 
Of an ancient planet 


I draw a circle 


Brian Harrison 


5 + 7 makes 
6 x 2 or a dozen 
That is my Haiku 


Bobby Brown, 4 grade, Astor School 
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Eagle 
Flying to a branch 
Soaring to a fat juicy fish 


Carrying it away 


Dylan Knizan, 4" grade, Astor School 


Snake 
The snake crawls over there 
Eating a mouse’s deep flesh 


This will never end 


Maggie Brown, 4" grade, Astor School 


Spider 
See it spin a web 
Watch it catch a grasshopper 


It is a spider 


Ryan Hurt, 4" grade, Astor School 


Lizard 
I love my lizard 
It tries to eat my fingers 


My lizard’s ugly 


Bobby Brown, 4 grade, Astor School 
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Raccoons have black masks 
Watch the raccoon run away 
Because they rob banks 


Christina Knapp, 4" grade, Astor School 


Maple glows yellow 
Bobcat pauses then pounces 
Dinner on the run 


Robin Townsend 


Yellow Jacket 
There is a yellow 
jacket with blue eyes near me 


do not sting, just kiss 


Miranda Roberts 


Poppy field alive 
Drunken bees sipping nectar 
Honey’s sweet foreplay 


Anne Murry 


bitter cold morning 
a lone rooster’s crow 
breaks brittle silence 


Helen C. Acton 
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Water 
Hot-tub propagandists 
Graceful old swans in chlorine 


Transcending dry bones 


Sid Cooper 


Suddenly it rains 
Water runs like blood through veins 
Glorious water 


Christopher Cheeks, 4" grade, Astor School 


Get your rain coat please 
Put on your ladybug boots 
Let’s play in the rain 


Melissa Monroe 


Hard packed round white balls 
Flying through the air, Ka Pow 
I hit old Mr. Baker 


David Magee, Astoria High School 


Swim meet 
Swimmers take your mark 
Beep! Swim, swim, faster, faster 


First place? Me? Yipee! 


Malysa Baxter, 6‘ grade, Gray School 
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Sea Foam, Astoria 








Misty Moore 
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Maritime News 
Deep-throated whistle 
penetrates river darkness 


announcing the fog 


Alan C. Batchelder 


Once lay still, a lake 
made of glass, now is shattered 
by one little boat 


Jessica Hippensteel 


Wave Rider 
Lone kayak, rough sea 
You can ride wild into hell 


On tall fierce wave-backs 


David Campiche 


Kamakazis 
Divine winds arrive 
from out of the rising sun 


Kamakazi morn 


Don Overton 
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Inhale fresh garden 
Smell, buds of May for now 
Tell bush he’ll burn down 


Jacky Jackson 


Gleaming, Silver, Shine 
Beautiful orb of light 
High on the night sky 


Coral Lincoln, Astoria High School 


northern moon smiles wide 
stretching my shadowed evening 
thoughts of you float south 


Claudia Harper 


Sun dances across 
your delicate face, glows in 
rays of your splendor 


Rachel Netwcomb 


Black sand 
With gentle polish of ebbing tide 
Reflects the golden clouds 


Jeanne Clark 
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I’m watching the sky 
As the sun breaks through the clouds 
Coral turns to blue 


Michelle McGraw 


Rocks 
The big heavy rocks 
falling from the high canyon 


ninety meters down 


Casey Morrow, 6 grade, Gray School 


Voices echo deep 
Bouncing off dark cavern walls 
Trickle into air 


Rachel Newcomb 


Wind 
Blowing over trees 
hard for the birds to fly in 


cold gusting clear wind 


Casey Morrow, 6‘ grade, Gray School 


Wind howls through willows 
Searching for the light that comes 
When blonde moon shines bright 


Rachel Newcomb 
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Winter stars lighting show 
So quiet you can 
Eavesdrop on Universe 


Annabel Myers 


A single weed stem 
In the early morning sun 
Casts a long shadow 


Kathleen Chnstensen 


Leaves, leaves, everywhere 
Orange, green, brown; floating down 
Limbs of trees now bare 


Wanda Beck 


Cicada concerto 
conducted by 
wind in the leaves 


Annabel Myers 


Fingers moving fast 
Legato, staccato, mine 
Graceful, flowing tree 


Kristine Basel, Astoria High School 
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Tree of Hope 











are Rees 
Came LEP OS 
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Anita Haldeman 
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Tree 
Life in a straight line 
is no life at all. Breadth is 


bred in its branches 


Std Cooper 


A baby is born 
A grandparent passes on 
The sun still rises 


Michelle McGraw 


Concept 
Bits and pieces are 
All the fragments of this life 


Closing the window 


Eva Vecsernyers 


Television blares 
Sending signals to space 
Minds trapped in idle 


Maureen Brosius 


Basketball player 
You are on my cereal 
They pay you too much 


Theo Berg-Rooper 
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The Dark Eyed Child 


He peered out timidly, the dark eyed child 
between the weathered slats. The train has stopped 
does he get off? He wondered where he was at. The 
door slid open and in the light he saw a man ina 
dark blue hat. The S.S. on his brim and his 
shoulder band shone bright in the morning sky. 

The child didn’t know what that meant, he was 
afraid, but didn’t know why. 

He remembered what his grandma had said 
to him, a very long time ago. “Beware! They'll come 
for you! Just like you father and mother and your 
sister, too!” 

People were now screaming and pushing, 
shoved this way and that. But the little dark eyed 
child never took his eyes off the man with the dark 
blue hat. The man shouted at the people, in another 
tongue. It filled the child with fright! Just then the 
door slammed closed again, and the train moved 
slowly through the long cold night. 

I just want my grandma! cried the child, as 
he stood hopelessly trapped in there. The panic and 
fear made him so riled, that he yelled and he 
shouted, as he looked for her everywhere. But the 
deafening shouts and screams, that already filled 
the air, drowned out any chances of the child ever 
finding his grandma there. 

The hot dank air, that filled that car choked 
his throat and made him sweat. An elbow hit him in 
the eye, then he slipped in something wet. Down he 
fell, hard on the floor. He couldn’t get up just yet. 
He laid there for a while, because he was too scared, 
hurting, and upset. 

Again the train slowed to a stop. The box car 
grew eerily silent. Then the wheels on the train let 
out a loud screech that sent fear through the dark 
eyed child. His heart pounding wild, he was 
frantically crawling around on the floor in the muck. 
As he pushed and struggled through so many legs, 
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the fear of being trampled was there, but with a little 
luck, he finally made it to the wall. Then he stood 
up and peered out a crack, there was a building 
across the way, with a smoke stack billowing black. 
And as far as his eyes could see, was a fence 
surrounding the place, that was as tall as the trees. 

He could hear screams in the distance, so 
horrifying, that he fell down to his knees. Then 
suddenly, his mind went numb, and his body, 
instantly chilled. As all at once it became so clear, 
and he fully understood: This is the place that no 
one dared mention and this is where my whole 
family was killed! 

The door swung open, and once again, a man 
in a dark blue hat, he was yelling and screaming 
and pushing the people, then he knocked an old 
lady flat! 

Old women, boys and little girls, were one by 
one pulled outside. The dark eyed child his blood 
pumping wild, tried his best to hide. He pushed his 
way back just as far as he could, clear to the rear of 
the car. All the while knowing that sooner or later 
he’ll be taken where the others are. It was only a 
short time later, that the strong hand of the blue 
hatted man, reached in the shadows and grabbed 
the poor child then threw him into the sand. 


The people were put into groups, some over here, 
some there. Separating loved ones by gender and 
age, aren’t there any in the world who care? 


Oh! Please! Somebody, Please! Won't you help us? 
Stop this insanity! For we’re being marched to the 
gas chambers...one by...two by...three. This dark 

eyed little child, who is all alone with no chance to 
flee! Was next in line for the gas chamber, he was 
there...now he’s gone...And NO One heard his plea. 


Maureen Brosius 
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Joan of Arc 


I’ve been betrayed 
By my country 
And by my King 
So let this be my last confession. I am but a messenger. 
A poor peasant girl, sent by God to deliver 
His message that 
Races through me 
Stronger than a 
Hungry wolf pack 
Black as fury 
If this is my sin 
Father forgive me 
With His hands 
I guided my army 
In vicious battle 
Quick as the 
English blood 
That pours down 
Our silver blades 
If this is my sin 
Father forsake me 
I’ve been witness 
To carnage more 
Unimaginable than 
A man can dream 
In God’s name 
To reclaim His 
Crumbling kingdom 
Beloved France 
If this is my sin 
Father persecute me 
No English law 
No English clergy 
Can constrain me 
To stop His work 
Or to deny Thee 
So burn me at 
Your fiery stake 
For it’s not my 
Body I wish 
To save 
Only my 
Soul. 


Jessica Hippensteel 
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The Psychedelic Poem 


Wipe the sweat from face 
Put your hat on your head 
Far beyond the gray lit skies 
Are the caps deep within 


Wide crops of venomous fungi 
They are the key to unlock the door 
Stride down the strobe lit tunnel 
Let your thoughts steel your sight 


Doctors call it brain desolation 
Christians call if self-desecration 
Physics call it mind demolition 
Fuck them! It’s personal freedom 


See the stars move around 

Pick more caps from the ground 
Gobble down the blue devils 
Partake the angels of death 


Respect the caps and have no fear 
Idiot, you ate too much 

Just sit wait and learn 

You'll see there’s no return 
Feel your mind rise 

Now you're paralyzed 

Every heartbeat lingers 

Your argue with fingers 

Snap your fingers one by one 
Rip them off your rubber hand 
Go ahead and eat them 

Save yourself and eat them 


Relax 

Kick back 

Let the caps do the talking 

You know you can’t talk when lips can’t move 
Can you feel your brain frying? 

Did I mention you are dying? 


Aleks Weir 
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Thinkers Anonymous 


Hi. My name is Robert and I’m a thinker. I’m happy 
to attend my first meeting of your Thinkers 
Anonymous chapter and to share my sad story. 


It started out innocently enough. I took my first 
thought somewhere back in grade school and 
quickly developed what turned out to be a bad habit. 
Some teachers frowned on my frequent thoughts 
and punished me severely. 


But inevitably, one thought led to another and soon 
I became far more than just a social thinker. As 
thinking became more and more important to me, I 
became a closet thinker. Finally I was thinking all 
the time and high school and college students and 
teachers shunned me. 


Worse, I began thinking on the jobs I had, even 
though I should have known that thinking and 
employment, like oil and water, just don’t mix. 
Sometimes I’d go off by myself at lunch break, 
avoiding coworkers to dip into deep thinkers like 
Emerson, Thoreau, and Deepak Chopra. Dazed by 
the rivulets of thought cascading into my brain, I’d 
return to the workplace, muttering strange things 
like “What is it exactly we’re doing here?” 


Next, things on the home front started to sour. One 
evening I turned off the TV set and asked my 
girlfriend about the meaning of life. She spent that 
night at her mother’s. 


Soon I had a reputation as a heavy thinker and I 
started stashing busts of Aristotle and Plato, along 
with a miniature sculpture of Rodin’s The Thinker. 
My boss called me in one day to tell me how much 
he liked me, and how it hurt him to have to tell me 
that my thinking was becoming a real problem 
around the office. He said: “Stop thinking or start 
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looking for another job.” That gave me something to 
think about. 


Later on, a girlfriend told me that she was leaving 
me because I thought too much—and that I was like 
a college professor—and college professors don’t 
make much money—and if I kept that up, we 
wouldn’t have any money. So after she left me, I 
became a college professor, hoping the teaching 
profession would offer safe haven from the thought 
police. 


Other folks kept urging me to abandon my life of 
thinking and to seek out safer jobs that didn’t 
require thinking—jobs like County Commissioner, 
City of Long Beach positions, or Assistant Vice 
President of Cleaning Up After Other People’s 
Messes and Never Getting Any Credit. 


But I didn’t heed their advice. By then, an addicted 
deep thinker, I was headed for more and more 
trouble as my addiction grew—until one magical day 
when I saw the poster advertising your 
organization—Thinkers Anonymous. 


I remember it well. It read: “Friend, is heavy 
thinking ruining your life?” Of course it was! Sol 
called your 800-number, talked to an encouraging 
nonthinker, and heeded the advice offered on the 
poster. I started attending meetings and—today—I 
consider myself the luckiest recovering thinker on 
the face of the earth, thanks to TA. 


I never miss a TA meeting. As you know, at each 
meeting we watch a noneducational video. Last 
week we viewed “Dumb and Dumber.” This week it’s 
“Jackass: the Movie.” Then we share our 
experiences about how we avoided thinking since 
the last meeting. 
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And I’ve followed your famous four-step recovery 
program. First, I admitted that Iam powerless over 
thinking and that my thinking life had become 
unmanageable. Second, I made a list of all persons 
my thinking had harmed and became willing to 
make amends to them all. Third, I made direct 
amends to such people whenever possible, issuing 
apologies or offering cash—whatever worked. And 
fourth, I continued to take careful personal 
inventory and whenever a thought crept into my 
head, I promptly admitted it and apologized for it. 


Today I have several good part-time jobs and things 
are much better at home. Life just seemed—well— 
so much easier as soon as I stopped thinking. 


Now I try to avoid any periodicals or programs that 
might cause me to have a thought. It’s very 
important not to have that first thought, you know. 
And it’s so good to be among you nonthinkers here 
at TA. 


We can be carefree and blab a bit, without our lives 
taking another tragic turn, as did mine. I think 


we're on the right track. 


Robert Brake 
(Dr. Robert Brake is a college teacher and freelance writer.) 
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Curse of the Azure Mind 


Redemption 

May cause abdominal distention 
Shaking hands 

Come packaged with bad intentions 
Try to hide 

Shying away from these fleeting shapes 
Turning blue 

Choking to death on life’s sour grapes 


One on one 

Me against myself against the world 

System shock 

Colliding with the waste of my life unfurled 
Punishment 

For not conforming with the barbarians 
Amputee 

No arms to pull myself up and make a stand 


Eat my brain 
Nothing’s saved 
Devastate 

Life’s crusade 

The straight path 
Bent and curled 
Shut your trap 
And save the world 


Religion 

Spawning killers, thieves, and heathens 
Depression 

Because the answer taints the question 
Temptation 

Is so damned bad it leaves you sated 
Redemption 

Is massively overrated 


No, nothing 


Is going to save you from your savior 
The world 


67 


Will hit you now and fuck you later 
Dementia 

Keeps me from fighting with myself 
Ignore me 

Just one more reject on the shelf 


Eat my brain 
Nothing’s saved 
Devastate 

Life’s crusade 

The straight path 
Bent and curled 
Shut your trap 
And save the world 


Dustin Hughes 
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Channeling Rejection 


The friendly smile is growing thin, 
as if setting too rapidly in plaster, 
cracking a little around the edges 
from holding it too long in place. 


Subconsciously almost, 

I begin looking for 

the change in gesture, 

that subtle nuanced withdrawal 

--when they perceive who you really are 
...that definitive “C” word 

someone who uses the “G” word 

and believes in the “J” word. 


Once discovered, previously open-minded people 
begin backing away as if suddenly finding out you’re 
a carrier 

of the most virulent form of air-borne disease known 
to man. 


That’s when you realize that what they mean by 
“tolerance” 

are political views to their left, but not right 

and boundary lines extending east, but never west. 


So, you wonder, agonizing, trying to decide, 
Do I read only the “socially acceptable poems,” 
I mean after all, we are in mixed company. 


As the major portion of my soul 

lies hidden beneath 

the two-thirds iceberg of acceptability 

I wonder, “But isn’t poetry supposed to be about 
sharing your soul, your beating heart, 

what makes you tick on a gut-level, regardless?” 


So now I’m afraid to scare that person 
who seems so very nice, 
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and it’s like trying too hard to make friends with the 
kitten next door, 

and so I move slowly, careful not to make any 
sudden moves 

for fear they will skitter away 

under the blackberry bush. 


Helloooo—don’t they realize there’s a real person 
in here, someone who might be fun to get to know 
or at least be interesting enough to have a 
passionate dialogue with, even if we don’t agree? 


But, often the wariness in their eyes warns me of 
their already set determination to keep me out, 
only allow me so far, 

and not a few centimeters more. 


Dancing with wolves, rapidly becomes dancing with 
the wounded, 

only I wasn’t there when their injuries were inflicted 
so I don’t know where the tender spots are and so I 
move tentatively, practicing my 

awkward landmine-step-avoiding dance, 

because I might accidentally tread on 

unexploded emotions. 


Simultaneously, the other person begins looking for 
a way out too, 

groping along the wall 

for the handle to the escape pod 

that will jettison them safely 

to the next conversation. 


I begin to wonder, so how many real Christians do 
they know or have any sort of 

relationship with? Does all their information come 
from Jerry Falwell soundbites? 

And why aren’t there any warm, funny Christians on 
the latest sitcoms or in the movies? 
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As the music fades 

and the swirling conversations dim 

I look for the back door, 

the one without the welcome mat 

and I step outside 

where a warm breeze caresses my cheek 
and the family hound greets me 

in frenzied acceptance 

with his canine cha-cha-cha dance of joy 
licking my hand excitedly 

pulling me down the trail to the beach 
where I am lullabyed to sleep 

by the infinite waves 

beneath the dimpled, 

twinkling, 

smile of God. 


Kathy F. Sanders 
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The Enlightenment 

No time, no space, no eternity. 
No symbols of the past, 

No hope for the future. 

Why no hope? 

Be quiet, let me finish. 

No birth, no death, no body. 
No blood to spill. 

But I have blood. 

Please be quiet. 

No brain, no heart, no sense. 
Nothing to fear, or desire. 

I have fear. 

No you don't. 

No gods, no devils, no ghosts. 
No judgement. 

What about good and evil? 
They don’t exist. 

Then what does exist? 

That which created us. 

Then what is our purpose? 
Te.return to it: 

How? 


Let go. 


Bill Kaspar 
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Post-Life 


Ladies and Gentlemen! Death is no longer 
the handicap it used to be! That’s right! Thanks to 
our new technology, you can bring your loved one 
back! Now you can finally tell the ones that you 
miss how much you love them. We know you have 
several options to choose from for your loved one’s 
after-life, like cremation and taxidermation, but we 
think that we have the best technology, the best 
scientists and the best guarantee. If you or your 
loved ones aren't satisfied with their post-life, just 
bring them back for a full refund.* 

Here at UnDeath, our technicians have been 
working day and night for years, finishing our 
dream. As of May 25, 2037, that dream became a 
reality. George Bread was the genius behind the 
discovery of the century. Would you believe that it 
was all an accident? The process had a lot to do 
with coffee. George spilled it all over an experiment 
with an old bloodhound, and all of the sudden we 
had Rover back! It was a messy surprise for all of 
us, but we definitely knew to capitalize on such a 
discovery. 

How it works is a long complicated process 
involving lots of highly technical and easily 
misunderstandable words, like Phenonal or 
Elflexcererererol. So in other words, just add water! 
After the client’s initial resurrection, you should 
have at least a week before they re-succumb to rigor 
mortis, but results may vary. We have seen post- 
lives last from three days to several months. 

You should expect a little bit of disorientation in the 
client, but it won’t last very long. Can’t you imagine 
what it would be like to wake up and be told that 
you previously died, but are back for another round? 
Patients have reacted with different levels of 
intensity. Just keep them away from open 
roadways, stickerbushes, fires, large drops, sharp 
objects, firearms, stairs, children, and prescription 
medicine. Also, animals have strange and 
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occasionally violent instincts about our 
clients, especially horses, lizards, bears, dogs, cats, 
and sewer rats. But it’s all worth it to spend just a 
few more days with those who have passed away. 

There are restrictions on people you can 
bring back. If the client died from natural causes, 
like heart disease, cancer, blood loss, or 
inflammation of the lower intestine, chances are that 
they will resurrect with no problems. But things get 
tricky with bullet wounds, decapitations, AIDS, or 
elephantiasis of the kidneys. But those are just key 
examples, what we have seen the most. If you have 
questions, bring ‘em in! Our technicians are just 
waiting to view your cadavers. Just believe us 
though, if the client has already begun to 
decompose, don’t bother. You probably won’t want 
a big festering moldy husband back on the couch 
watching football for another week. 

That brings us to what you should do with 
your newly re-animated comrade. Many clients have 
a habit of doing what they did in life; so you will 
have to appease them for a couple of days, but have 
sympathy! This guy used to be dead, so go easy on 
him. In extremely rare cases, some clients have a 
tendency to thirst for blood and hunger for flesh. 
This isn’t actually extremely rare; in fact it’s quite 
common. Just have a shotgun handy, in case you 
have to put them back in their place. Also, get some 
holy water. Not that you’re going to need it, it’s just 
better safe than sorry. 

And it’s as easy as that! Now that we have 
done the impossible, what lies next? I'll tell you. We 
will use this technology against other countries in 
war! How do you kill an army of invincible, 
mindless zombies waiting to suck the brains out of 
your skull with a straw? You can’t! All you can do 
it let them slaughter you and make you one of them. 
That’s why you should be a patriotic American and 
bring us all of your dead bodies to undergo 
supernatural transgressions and become super 
soldiers! It’s your duty as an American! 
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American Council of Resurrection 


Richard Cheney II, President 


*Refund does not apply to residents of The United States, Puerto 
Rico, and District of Columbia. 


Theo Berg-Rooper 
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2004 Patrons 


Nancy & Richard Hoffman 
Robert & Elizabeth Stricklin 
The Brown Financial Group 

Clatsop Co. Employees Local 2746 
Dr. John Wubben 
Bank of the Pacific 
Bank of Astoria 
Old Town Framing 
Pacific Automated Library Systems 
Warrenton Fiber Company 
Mary Hill 
Lucy’s Books 
David Kruger 
Shelburne Inn 
Robert & Thoene Slabinski 
The Rusty Cup 
Georgia-Pacific 
Deac Guidi 
Integrated Business Systems Inc. 
Harrington Gallery 
Linda Moulton 
The Compleat Photographer 
Joan Weatherly 
Gregory & Rita Hamann 
Teena Toyas 
Richard & Patricia Rowland 
Anne Splane Phillips 
Rick Berezay, State Farm Agent 
Carol Knutson 
Christine Reihl 
Charlotte Dewitt 
Florence Sage 
Dorothy Rooper 
Security Bank 
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